Good Girl 


Marita Conlon-McKenna 


PRE-READING 


1 Find the right answer: 

. Nationalists/Republicans are mostly Protestants or Catholics 
Unionists/Loyalists are mostly Protéstants or Catholics 
The majority of the population in Northern Ireland are Protestants or Catholics 

. The majority of the population in the Irish Republic are Protestants or Catholics 
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2 a Check your background knowledge of the situation 
in Northern Ireland. Task on the cp. : 
b Check your knowledge of the geography of Northern Ireland 
and Ireland. Maps. Pair work. Task on the cp. 
3 What does it mean to be a “good girl”? 


4 “Chrissy. yelled. 
She yelled so hard that the concrete walls.and the sand, cement, 
and stone seemed to shudder; the sound ricocheting along the red 
tin roof.. . still no one heard. gs 


Thisi is the beginning of the story y you are e going to ond, 
What do you think the situation is and what do you think 
the story will be about? 


GOOD GIRL 


Chrissy yelled. bey os 

‘She yelled so hard that the concrete walls and the sand, cement, 
and stone seemed to shudder, the sound ricocheting along the red 
tin roof ... still no one heard.. : 


“What you doing, Chrissy?’ enquired her little sister, Gemma. - 

-Chrissy ignored her and kept.on, brushing her long auburn hair 
till it shone, falling thick and glossy down her back. Gemma watched 
her in the bedroom mirror, her eyes filled with idle curiosity. 

‘Are you going to put a band on, or tie some of it up?’ `. 

“No” She smiled. Ian liked her hair long and loose. 

“Are you going on a date?’ pleaded Gemma. ‘Is that itt? 

Chrissy widened her eyes, trying not to give much away as her 
sister bounced on the corner of the bed. 


‘Curiosity killed the cat,’ she muttered in exasperation. Why were’ 


little sisters such brats! Gemma spent half her time watching and 
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thing was her perfume and nail polish. Once Gemma got a bit taller, 
it would-probably be Chrissy’s-clothes:.- — -- 

‘Have you nothing better to do Gemma, honestly” 

Gemma looked contrite for about two seconds. > 

‘Nope!’ she declared. ‘You know, when I grow up, Chrissy, I’m 
going to be just like youl’ : 

Their eyes met. Chrissy smiled. ‘Well, Gemma! Do I look all right? 
What d’ya think?’ 

Gemma wrapped her arms around her shoulders. ‘You look drop- 
dead gorgeous!’ 

‘Hey, Gemma, be a pet and see if my shoes are under the bed.’ 


Gemma scrabbled around till she pulled out the tan suede lace-ups. *. 


‘There you gol’ she said. 


Chrissy pulled her denim jacket off the back of the chair, tuck: 


ing her white shirt into her new jeans: It had taken a. month’s baby: 
sitting money to buy them, but now, seeing how well they fit, it 
was worth it. 


Just as she was about to leave, her older sister, Anna, looked in the 
door. “You going out again, Chrissy!’ i 
She nodded. i 
‘Got all your homework donè?’ 
‘Aye!’ she replied through gritted teeth. 
‘Where.are you meeting him?’ 
‘Up the town.’ 


‘Be careful, Chrissy!’ Anna looked concerned. “You know what ` 


folk in this place are liker. 

. Chrissy shrugged. Anna was such an old fogey. She was only 
nineteen, but she might as well be forty-nine, judging by the way 
she went on. She was studying at Queens University, history and 
politics, and was still dating Ray, her childhood sweetheart. The 
two of them were so boring! All they ever talked about ‘was saving 
to.get married: Anna spent her time ‘studying or else sitting down- 
stairs with Mam and Dad and Ray watching the television. Catch 
Chrissy being like that! 

‘By the way, Anna, his name’s Ian and he’s not a monster!’ 

‘I know! said Anna, smiling. ‘Just be careful. Politicians signing 
peace agreements and the IRA and the Loyalists talking about 
cease-fires and handing in their weapons doesn’t mean. that things 
are safe and settled herein the North yet.’ 


Chrissy stood waiting outside the shop window of Wellworth’s. 
Funny, it wasn’t like Ian to be late.-He was usually dead punctual. 
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She gianced at her watch; there was bound to be some good rea- 
son. She smiled, her eyes searching the distant street for his tall 
loping figure and floppy hair. She loved the way he walked and 
talked and was so polite and mannerly, even taking her hand when 
they crossed the road. He was better- -looking than all the boys she 
knew, much taller and with clear skin, and blue eyes that almost 
took her breath away. He always smelled of expensive aftershave 
and wore nice clothes, not just the sweat pants and footbail shirts 


like the rest of the lads she knew wore. He didn’t shout or swear’ 


at people he passed in the street — he wasn’t like that; Ian was dif. 
ferent! . 

It-was four months since they'd met. Imagine meeting ata 
school debate, it sounded so corny, the boys in their black blazers 
and the girls in their knitted green sweaters and tartan skirts. 

The motion had been defeated, and afterward she had got chat- 
ted up by the handsome team captain. The debate had been organ- 
ised as part of the Programme for Mutual Understanding, bringing 
the pupils of the local Catholic school and the Protestant grammar 
school together. There had been’ plenty of mutual understanding, 
all right, that night under the watchful gaze of ‘Sister Patricia and 
the rest of the teachers as the students mingled. Ian and herself 
fell into conversation about their closing arguments, he e telling her 
that he wanted to study law like his father. 


‘Hey, Chrissy!’ 

She almost jumped with fright. It was Eilish Dunne. Eilish was 
a year ahead of her in school. Petite with peroxide-blonde hair. 

“You got a light, Chrissy?’ 

Chrissy shook her head. She didn’t smoke: 

: “Tis a nice evening,’ murmured the 6ther girl. Chrissy tried to 
be Polite, but-to tell thé truth she didn’t much like Eilish.and her 
cronies. Eilish had a chip on her shoulder and blamed everyone for 
the fact that her father was serving a prison sentence. The fact that 
he’d been cauglit making petrol bombs i in a shed at the bottom of 
their garden didn’t seem to matter. Eilish and a few other girls 
were always getting into trouble at school and gave some of the 
nuns a terrible time. 

‘My friends and I are going. down ae the lakeshore for a bit of: a 
walk,-d' ya want te come?’ i 

‘No thanks, Pm waiting for someone,’ s.’ Chrissy said. 

“Your fellah is it?’ 

-It-was none of the other girl's business. Chrissy wished she’d 
shove off and'leave her alone. 
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“He's a nice-looking lad!’ said Eilish, smirking. Chrissy stared at 
her. ‘Saw him, so I did, not more than half an hour ago, down by 
the lake. Looking for you, so he was.’ 

Chrissy hesitated. 


‘We're going back down that way,’ Cajoled Eilish. “We may as. 


well all go together.’ 
As if from nowhere three more girls appeared, Teresa, Brogan 


. and Eilish linking arms with her as if they were best friends, as 


they passed down along the high street. 


“Twas a good walk, but at least it was a lovely evening, and Ian 
would be there’ waiting for her. The others chatted among them- 
selves, almost ignoring her, as they crossed over the bridge and the 
winding pathway that led to the small lake. With relief she spot- 
ted the tall blowing rushes and reeds and heard the slip-slap of the 
water against the shore. Two or three small wooden rowboats were 
moored in the distance. lan had ees to take her rowing when 
the weather got better. 

‘Where is he? I don't see him,’ she said, suddenly anxious. 

‘He’s around somewhere,’ murmured Teresa. 

‘Down there!’ declared Eilish. ‘Beside the old boathouse. 

` Chrissy couldn't see him. . 
‘Look inside!” 
She felt the palms of their hands against her back and the dull 


- thud of the door closing behind her. 


“Chrissy! D’ya hear me!’ 
Chrissy nodded. Her eyes were sore from crying, her throat sore 
from yelling. Someone hada light, it made her blink. 


“What-are ye doing, wasting your time on a fellah like him! You 


should have more sense. Our owt lads not good enough, is it!” 

‘You're part of a community, youse can’t go letting us down 
hanging round with the likes-of him. We don't take kindly to it!’ 

She winced in pain as the metal tip of. a boot caught her on the shins. 

. ‘You're not listening tome!" hissed one of the older girls. ‘We’ Te 
only trying to help you, give you a bit of good advice’ ` 

She sat dumb, not willing to enrage them. 

‘Did you ever meet his daddy?’ questioned Teresa. ‘He’s a 1 right 
grand man, involved in the Orange Order, a leading member ofthe 
Lodge. All them Protestants stick together. You should see him 
marching with the rest of them through the town on the Twelfth 
of July with. their bowler hats and sashes and theni banners of King 


Billy, beating their drums as if they owned the place and could 


drive us Catholics away! 
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‘I never met him,’ Chrissy said softly. Ian had told her sour his jeer vrenge 
family, his father and mother and brother and sister, and yethad  smarmy indsmigrende 


spine rygrad 
made no mention of bringing her home to meet any ofthem. The sarn est alvorlig, 


two of them usually just met up the town or at the cinema or some- indtrængende 
where down around her. acne filipenser 


sk id 
‘Like father, like son!’ hissed Bilish. ase skubbe 


‘His daddy put my brother away for four years, so he did?’ jeered wrist handled 
Teresa. x con'sider overveje 
tightenup spænde 
flood strømme 


‘He made sure they g gave Ejlish’s dad more than ten years!’ added 
Brenda. 


Chrissy’s blood ran cold. One of the girls lit a cigarette. Chrissy: 
watched as she blew a ring of smoke in her face. 
‘We'don't want to hurt you, Chrissy,’ said Brenda in a smarmy 
_ voice. ‘We're only trying to help you, warn you. You’re from a good 
family, a nice mum and dad, and that kid sister of yours and that 
brain-box sister, the one that goes to college. You must all be very 
proud!’ 

Fingers of fear ran up her spine. They knew so much about her 
family ... too much! 

“Chrissy girl! You got to learn that there are things a good 
Catholic: girl’ should do and not do!’ 

-She bit her lip. 

‘Will you be a good girl? asked the older girl earnestly, hẹr dark 
eyes and narrow acne-marked face staring at Chrissy. 

‘Tam a good girl, she Wispered softly, ‘Tan and I are just good 
friends, we see each other .. 

‘Well, I’m right glad to hear it; replied the dark one seriously. 
‘Ah, but you. shouldn’t have mentioned his name. It upsets me 
thinking about the likes of him. I told you to forget him!’ 

Brenda passed. her the cigarette. 

Pain seared through Chrissy’ s hand as the cigarette was shoved 
against her skin. She could smell it burning her, sticking to her 
almost. Oh God! She was going to be sick. ` 

Within seconds they did it again so it felt like her two hands and 
wrists were onfire : 

“You know something, Chrissy. you're a pretty girl. 

She could sense them al standing close beside her, blowing 
smoke in her eyes, considering. She tightened up, waiting for the 
pain. Relief flooded through her as the girls finished their ciga- 
rettes and stubbed them out on the floor ` 

‘She’s learnt her lesson!” coughed the leader, turning and walk- 
ing away fromi her. 
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They must be going to let her go. 
` Some of them had_-left. It must be dark outside by now. They'd 
have to let her.go real soon. Her mam would have a search party 
out looking for her. The windows of the boathouse were too small 
for her to climb through, and there was no likelihood of anyone 
even walking down this way until early morning. She sat in the 
gathering darkness. 

Eilish was back, standing beside her. 

“Eilish!’ whispered Chrissy. ‘Help me!’ _ 
Eilish stared at her coldly. 
‘You've got to help, please!’ 
Eilish marched off, leaving Teresa to. guard her. 


Eilish returned carrying a rusty pair of shears. . 

‘Look what I found!’ she said, grinning. Christy tried to control 
the sob of fear that threatened to overwhelm her. . : 

They were going to tar and feather her, kneecap her - meimories 
of newspaper headlines flooded her brain. 

‘Nice pair of jeans she's got!’ whined Teresa, touching the denim. 

‘Nice and new, I'd say,’ said Eilish. 

“Let me!’ Teresa grabbed the shears. 

Chrissy tensed asthe cold steel pressed against her leg, cutting 
the blue denim in a long gaping line. The shears cut and cut, nip- 
ping her legs, both Teresa and Dien laughing uproariously as the 
jeans peeled back. 

` ‘Now E think she needs a haircut, Teresa. That long hair has gone 
right out of fashion!’ : 

They both giggled. 

Eilish grabbed at the shears. 

Chrissy watched as the long curves of her hair fell on the ‘floor, 
onto her lap. Already her head felt lighter. 
` Eilish stopped cutting it at chin level. 

‘Here, give us a go!’ pleaded her friend. ‘TI cut it the way you’ ve 
got yours. Pity we didn’t bringa bottle of bleach wiku us.’ 
` “They were’ going to scalp her. 

Chrissy tensed as the plades moved across her beneath her hale 

“Tis all uneven,’ jeered Eilish. ‘Wonder what her boyfriend will 
think of that!’ Then the clipping stopped. 
' Automatically Chrissy put her hands to her head, ‘touching the 


spiky tufts of hair that covered her skull. How could it be that only 
a few hours ago she'd been sitting in her bedroom safe, prising 


her hair? 
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‘Can't have traitors! Can't have betrayers!’ They knew that in her 
mind she was trying to escape them, using her thoughts to protect 
herself. 

‘Isn't that a pretty white top? murmured Eilish. ‘Bet your mam- 
my ironed and washed that for you?’ . 

Chrissy stared ahead, counting the number of blocks in the wall. 

“Well, we'd better give her something to really try and wash!’ 

She gasped as they tore her shirt open and stroked the blade 
against her skin,-nicking it slightly, the blood seeping slowly, to 
stain the white shirt pink. 


_ Dr Grogan had left over an hour ago. He'd given her a tetanus injec” 


tion and something for the pain and to relax her. He'd put sterile 
` gauze on her gashes and stitched the cut on her leg. Her two sore 
hands lay dressed and bandaged on top of her gingham duvet. 
Her mam and dad suddenly looked old and scared, both afraid 
to leave her. She couldn't help it, but she just wasn’t able to stop 
~shaking. It was Anna and Ray.who'd found her, crying and fright- 
ened, trying to find her way home. There was no question. of the 
police being involved. This was a flight they all waited to forget. 


Gemma passed her the sunflower-patterned writing paper and pen. 
Bending her fingers hurt,-but it was only a short note that she 
-wanted to write. Gemma waited while she sealed the envelope. 

“Do you want another drink or slice of toast or anything before 
I go to school?’ 

Chrissy shook her head. 

Her sister had been waiting on her hand and foot since it hap- 
pened. Gemma had cried for over an hour the first morning that 
she saw her, and had got-so angry and upset that Mam'had to give 
her a day off school to calm down. 

. ‘Now promise, Gemma! You'll be’ there o on time. Don’t let me. 
down!’ Chrissy said, g 

T promise, Chrissy, I'll go straight from school.’ 


Chrissy watched as, her sister shoved the yellow, envelope into 


her school bag. 


. All day Chrissy waited.. : 
It was near teatime when Gemma got home. 
‘Gemma? Chrissy called. Pi : 
Gemma stood at the bottom of the bed. She looked tired. 
‘Well, did you meet him?’ Chrissy asked. ‘Did you catch him on 
his way home?’ 
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Gemma looked crestfallen. She bent down and began to unzip 
her school bag, taking out the envelope. 


‘Ah, Gemma! You promised me you'd go!’ shouted Chrissy. ‘Don't. 


tell me that you forgot about it!” 

Gemma was hesitant. ‘I did go, Chrissy! L had to wait for ages. 
They had a late physics class or something. He was coming out 
with four other boys and I stopped him and gave him your letter. 

‘Did he read it! Did he open it!’ 

Gemma narrowed her eyes. 

‘He gave it back to me. You'd think I was just some little kid that 
he didn’t know. He just handed it straight back to me.’ 

“Did he say anything?" -whispered Chrissy, her stifferied fingers 
` twisting the buttons on her pyjamas. 

“He said that he was very tied up with his studies at the moment 
and to give you his kind regards!" 

Chrissy moaned, an unnatural sound that came from deep with- 
in her, where the hurt was. 

_“Phat’s when he gave me back Siac Gemma rushed to the 
bedside, shoving in beside Chrissy, thumping the pillow fiercely. 
‘I told him! I told him ... I said you're a stupid proddy git! All his 


_ friends heard me." 
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“What did he ... what did he say?’ sighed Chrissy. 

“They laughed. They all laughed, they made jeer of me. I told 
him that I was only saying what you'd par in the letter, that I felt 
just like you, I hated him! , 

Chrissy lay back against the pillows, silent, considering. ` 

‘Gemma watched her. Her sister’s frizzy ginger hair a mess, her 
green eyes puzzled, almost afraid, waiting. 

Chrissy took a deep breath, pulling it right up through her. . 
~ ‘Good girl’, she whispered. , a agi 
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1 a Take turns to ask and answer the following questions. The story starts: 


-+ in medias res (in the middle of a scene or a situacion) 
*-withan introductiqn , 

b What happens to time and place i in 1.5? 

« Characterize the relationship between Chrissy and Gemma. 

d Why is Anna concerned? 

e Where does the story take place? _ 

f What are we told about the political situation? 

g How does Chrissy feel about Anna? 

h. What are we told about Ian? 7 
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} Characterize Eilish Dunne. 
J What are we told about her father? 
k Why doesn’t Chrissy like her? 
1 Are Eilish and Chrissy Catholics? 
m Why does Chrissy suddenly get anxious? 
n What are Eilish and her friends doing to Chrissy ? 
o What happens at the end of the story? 
2 “There was no question of getting the police involved.” (p.74 IL 18-19) Why not? 
3 “This was'a night they all wanted to forget.” (p.74 1.19) Why? 4 
4 Explain Ian's behaviour at the end of the story. ; 
5 Explain the behaviour of Eilish and her friends towards Chrissy. 
& a Which of the following adjectives would you use to 
characterize the behaviour of Eilish and her friends 
and lan’s behaviour towards Chrissy? 
Grid version on cp. i 
«cruel * understandable ¢ violent « (unacceptable » fab)normal 
+ strange * bullying * cowardly + {in)excusable.* (irjrational | Mort Conton Mckenna, 
* (unjpredictable © digusting « shocking « correct - | b.1956 - 
Which words.do you think they would use themselves was bori in Dublin. ` 
to charactererize their behaviour? mou ea is the author of 
Arrange the words along thé scale. - of ie popes dara 
> terror-stricken * scared © panic-stricken # upset * anxious ; includes Under the Haw- - 


* nervous + terrified e afraid . frightened e worried | thorn Tree, which has been 
Be pe à | translated into many 
least < - > most | languages. She has written 

a number of novels for 


b How frightened is Chrissy in the shed? Find four examples j young people several of ` 
-in the text to substantiate your choice of words. | Meare a nage 
8 Which of the following. adjéctives would you use to describe social-conditions play 

- Chrissy, Bilish and her friends, and Ian? a | an important part in her 
: © naive + courageous * fearless + cowardly • realistic * cruel © broad-minded | ERES a e 
e disillusioned » tolerant e brave « prejudiced « likeable © evil ¢ (in)tolerant ` j than Water. Irish Stories, 
* narrow-minded indoctrinated + trapped « resentful + mean hostile ed. by G. Snell. 2001. 
9 Characterize the atmosphere a. at home before the meeting 

b..in the shed c. at home after the incident in the shed. 
2 uneasy e tense ¢.happy » relaxed + calm « (highly)charged 
e hostile «: -oppressive 

10 ‘Explain the title. 

1} The theme of the story is (feel free to add to the list): 
+ peer pressure + indoctrination © the impact of violence and 


hatred in Northern Ireland on young people + love + bullying 
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PGS*-READSING tasks 1-4 on the cp 
Structure, setting. vocabulary and idioms. 
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